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ments of our parlor. What more could the loveliest of flowers desire ? It is its earthly triumph, which it will remember with joy when it blooms in the Paradise of flowers. . . . The chief event of the afternoon, and the happiest one of the day, is our walk. She must describe these walks ; for where she and I have enjoyed anything together, I always deem my pen unworthy and inadequate to record it."
" My wife is, in the strictest sense, rny sole companion, and I need no other; there is no vacancy in my mind, any more than in my heart. In truth, I have spent so many years in total seclusion from all human society, that it is no wonder if now I feel all rny desires satisfied by this sole intercourse. But she has come to me from the midst of many friends and a large circle of acquaintance ; yet she lives from day to clay in this solitude, seeing nobody but myself and our Molly, while the snow of our avenue is untrodden for weeks by any footstep save mine; yet she is always cheerful. Thank God that I suffice for her boundless heart! "
". . . Dear little wife, after finishing my record in the journal, I sat a long time in grandmother's chair, thinking of many things; but the thought of thee, the great thought of thee, was among all other thoughts, like the pervading sunshine falling through the boughs and branches of a tree and tingeing every separate leaf. Arid surely thou shouldst not have deserted me without manufacturing a sufficient quantity of sunshine to last till thy return- Art thou not ashamed?"